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is alike killing to man and beast, and therefore Aboo-'Eysa bad
resolved that we should cross the greater portion under favour
of the cooler hours of night. In pursuance of his idea, we were
again mounted and on our way before the slanting pyramid of
zodiacal light had faded in the west.

All night, a weary night, we waded up and down through
waves of sand, in which the camels often sank up to their
knees, and their riders were obliged to alight and help them
on. There was no symptom of a track, no landmark to direct
our way; the stars alone were now our compass and guide ;
but Aboo-'Eysa had passed this Nefood more than once, and
knew the line of march by heart. When the first pale streak
of dawn appeared on our right shoulder, we were near the
summit of a sandy mountain, and the air blew keener than I
had yet felt it in Arabia. We halted, and gathered together
heaps of Ghada and other desert shrubs to light blazing fires,
by which some sat, some lay and slept, myself for one, till the
rising sunbeams tipped the yellow crests around, and we re-
sumed our way.

Now by full daylight appeared the true character of the
region which we were traversing; its aspect resembled the
Nefood north of Djebel Shorner, but the undulations were
here higher and deeper, and the sand itself lighter and less
stable. In most spots neither shrub nor blade of grass could
fix its root, in others a scanty vegetation struggled through,
but no trace of man anywhere. The camels ploughed slowly
on j the Persians, unaccustomed to such scenes, were down-
cast and silent; all were tired, and no wonder. At last, a
little before noon, and just as the sun's heat was becoming
intolerable, we reached the verge of an immense crater-like
hollow, certainly three or four miles in circumference, where
the sand-billows receded on every side, and left in the midst a
pit seven or eight hundred feet in depth, at whose base we
could discern a white gleam of limestone rock, and a small
group of houses, trees, and gardens, thus capriciously isolated
in the very heart of the desert.

This was the little village and oasis of Wasit, or " the inter-
mediary," so called because a central point between the three
provinces of Kaseem, Sedeyr, and Woshem, yet belonging to
none of them. Nor is it often visited by wayfarers, as we